S H A K E-S P B A R a S, 

To flio^v me worthy of their fweet rcfpeft, 

< Then may I dare to boaft how I dod lone tHeCj 
f Til then,not fliow my head where thou maift proucinc 

Eary with toyIc,rhaft me to my bed , 
Thedearercpofcfor lims with trauaiil tired, 
Biuthen begins a ioiirny in my head 
To vvorkc my- mind, when boddics work’s expired. 

For then my thou ^hts^from far where I abide) 

Intend a zclous pilgrimage to thee, 

And kcepe my drooping eyc^Iids open wide,. 

Looking on darknes which the blaid doe lec. 

Sane that n\v fbules imaginary fight 
Pref 'ents their fiiadiJoc to my fightlcs view. 

Which like a ievvell(^hunge in gafily night) 

Makes blackc niglit beaucious,and her old face new, 

< Loe thus by day my lims, by night my rrdnd, 

< For thee^and for my felfe,noe quiet finde, 
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H O w can I then rcturnc in happy pliglit 
That am dtbard the benifit ofre; f 
< When claies oppreflion is not cazd by night, 

^ But day by night and night by day opreU. 

And each(though enimes to ethers raigne J 
Doe in confentfhakc hands to torture me, , 

Theoneby tO)le,theoihertocomplaine • 

How far I coyle,nill farther offfrom thee. .- 1 . v 

I tell the Day to pleafe him thou art bright, 

And oo’ll him grace w^hen clouds doe bloc the heauens . 
So flatter I the i wart complexiond night, 

^When fpaikling ftars twire not thou guiffl: th’ eauen, 

( But day doth daily draw my ibrrow es longer, (flronger* 
( And night doth nightly make greefes length feeme 
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WHcn in difgrace with Fortune and mens eyes, 

^ ^ 1 all alone be weepc my out-uft flate, ; 

r \ And 
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And trouble deafeheauen w^h my bootlcffc cries, 
And lookc vpon my felfe and - 

, Wilbing me like to one more rich bope, ^ 

, Featur’d likchim,likehimwithfriendspoflf ft, 

\ Defuing this mans art, and that mans skop , 

^.With vhat I mofl inioy 
Yet in there thoughts my felfe altnoft derpihn^,. 
Haplye I thinke on thee, and then my Hate, 

(•Like to the Larkc at bteake of daye anfing J 
Rom folleo_catth f nga 
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\7\ /Hen totheStffionsoffweet filent thought, 

^ » I fommonvp remembrance of things palt, 

I figh the lacke of many a thing I fought, ' 

And with old woes new waile my dearc times wafle: 

ThencanIdrowneaHeye(vn-Yrdtoflow) 

For precious friends hid in deaths datcles night. 
And weepe a frefhloues long.fince can«!d woe. 
And mone t'n’cxpcnce ofmany a vannimt fight. 
Then can 1 greeuc at greeuances fore-gon. 

And heauily from woe to woe tell ore 
The fad account of fore-bemoned mone, 

Which I new pay as if not payd before. 

< But ifthc while I thinke on thee ( deare friend) 
t Alllofles arereftord,andforrowcs end. 


^T"hy bofoixie is indeared with all hearts, 

J Which Iby lacking hauefiippolcd dead. 

And there raignes Loue and all Loucs louing parts. 

And a’l thofe friends which I thought burjed. 
Howmanyaholyandobfequiousteare ■ 

Hath deare religious louc ftolne from mine eye, - - . 
As intcreft of the dead, which now appearc, 

, Butibingsremoudtuat bidden in there lie, 
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